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R»S 


gPYSSEY 


by 

•Jay Kogen & Wallaca WolodarsJcy 


act QWg 


FADE IN: 

BXT* BLSMBllTAST SCHOOL « OAT 

MRS. KRABAPPEL (pronouncad KRtJH-BOP-BL). BART and th. 4 - 
of har CLASS wait at tha curb in front sSri^5?lI?3 

IS®:, 


HRS. KRABAPPEL 

Now, class, I don't want this fiald 
trip to ba a rapaat cf our infaaous 
visit to tha SpringfiaXd Stata Prison. 
So I want you all to ba on your bast 
bahayior. Espacially you, Bart 
Siapson. 

BART 


Mrs. Krabappal. I didn't unlock that 
door. 
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'Pllo 80t72fD 3 8US SVotiav »■ ■■ 

louder. A school 

soraiL^” front of Mrs. Krabappel aSd 
SQOSAXS open and the bus driver i« <*oor 

aging hea^^ ia«tai dude with dyed * Pale, 

With headJ^nger MQ8ZC BLARlMa^TIiniii.?^5«^^ * headset 
driver’s h*t. He seens^nrove?^ 

leans out the driver •« u'( ^ , 

lined up below. window and look* at the kids 


OTTO 

(MOANS) Sorry, little dudes. Party 
hardy equals tardy. 


MRS. KRABAPPEL 

All right, (CLAPS HANDS) children, 
count off. 


th. drlvr's wiSoi? S iSSS®^- “•1«' 

BART (CONT»D) 

Hey, Otto. Hey, ottoMn. 


OTTO 


Hey, Bertdude. 


BART 

Any new tattoos, Otto? 

OTTO 

Oh, funny you should ask, man. This 
Bomlnv I woke up with this one. 


skSll^itJ T-shirt to reveal a flaaing 

skull with a dagger dripping blood stuck through it. ^ 


BART 

Cooil I want one. 
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OTTO 

JIuh, not till you’re fourteen, my 
^ittle .friend. 

Otto puts on a wiltanan and starts to rock to Metallica. 

MRS. KRABAPPBL (O.S.) 

. Bart! Bart Sispson! 


We CUT WZDB, 
on the bus. 


realizes the rest of the line has 
Bart zips off. 


gotten 


ZMT. BUS 


Bart enters. As he looks into the filled bus. he sees 
there is one seat left in the second-to-the-last row, next 
5 k * ^”9il«-looking boy, WENDELL. The Z00IC8 in on 

the boy as the MUSIC 8TZV0S draaatically. ^ 

MRS. KRABAPPEL 


Take your seat, Bart. 
BART'S P.O.V. 


BART 

Oh, please, Mrs. iQnbappel, not next to 
Wendell. Re pukes on every bus ride. 
(TO WENDELL) No offense, Wendell. 
WENDELL 


(MOANS) 


MRS. KRABAPPEL 

Be that as it say, it's the only seat 
left. So get in there. 

As Bart crosses to the second to the last row, the other 
kids AD LZB: "Chop on you," "Tough luck," "Nice knovin' 
you, Simpson." They also make OAflOZNO NOZSSS and mime 
throwing up. Bart sits down next to Wendell. 
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WENDELL 


Please try not to shake the seat like 

^hat. 


Mrs. 


the mini^niicrophone and Hakrri na «> 
speak, but loud piercing niOBACX eSnes out of thi spLlcer. 


MRSe KRABAPPEL 

(INTO MICROPHONE) Now clasSp reaenber, 
do not stick any part of your body out 
the windowe We all Jcnow the tragic 
story of the young aan who stuck his 
ara out the window and had it ripped 
off by a big truck coming in the other 
direction. 

Saide*hl* ShiS?* h? stands up,, one arm tucked 

insiae his shirt, his shirt sleeve flapping. 

BART 

And I was that boyl 

^,*5* i* * ^•*ction of BCUAIUI and cniM froa the 

s wucisncs e 


MRS. KRABAPPEL 

(IMTO IttCROPHOllE) Bart Siapson, sit 
down. I»ve had just eUaout enough of 
your tomfoolery. Now l want ten 
secehds of silence froa all of you or 
this bus isn't going anywhere. One, 
two— 

LEWIS (O.S.) 


Page 


Buckle ay shoe. 
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MRS. KRABAPPEL 

(INTO MICROPHONE) I mean it. We're 
^ot leaving until I get five seconds of 
-silence. One, two, three... 

BART 

(SINGING) Strikes, you*re out at the 
old ball gane. 

The kids LAUGH. 

MRS. KRABAPPEL 

(INTO MICROPHONE) All right, one 
second of silence. One. (TO OTTO) 

Gol Ha! 

Th. bo. .nnt |» with th. horribi. wnaa or onia. 

WENDELL 

(MOANING) I don't feel so hot. 

^rt i. not happy, ih. BW POLU om um rtart. devn th. 

EXT. ROAD • DAE 

saf.ty .uiS S” bJJ^ WH in 

VAR?** 

XAKO. HOME OE LOTS OF OLD TIRES". Som klrt* 

wav. «v, .ticJtin, out of b2S2?SiAdoS*«Jii;, 


LEWIS 

Look, there's our school again. 
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The bus indeed passes the school. 

MRS. KHABAPPEL 

^tto, are you sure you, ah...? 

OTTO 

Shortcut, Mrs. K, trust me. 

INT. BUS 

hJSd!"’ »«« frantioaixy 

BART 

•Mrs. Krabappel...t Mrs. Krabappel...* 

MRS. KRABAPPEL 

(INTO MICROPHONE) Bart, not another 
word out of you, or 1*11 subject you to 
the humiliation of making you sing in 
front of the class. 

BART 

Can I pick the song? 

MRS. KRABAPPEL 

(INTO MICROPHONE) No. The song will 

"John Henry Was A Steel Drivin* 

Man". 


BART 


Oh no. 


alpping his lips shut. Two 

sMtid ^ 2**^ little dresses, TERRI AND SHERRI, are 

seated in the last row, right behind Bart and Wendell. 

SHERRI 


^®*te going to make you sing, Bart 
Sis^son. 
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Th.y pun hi, .ar. Bart kaep, hi, mouth clamp«i ,hut. 

- TERRI 

Jeah, Bart Simpson. We’re going to 
make you sing. 

BART 

(ANGUISHED WAIL OP DISGUST) 

Mrs. Krabappel turns around. 

MRS. KRABAPPEL 

(INTO MICROPHONE) That’s it, BartI 
Oh! Why can’t you be more lilce... 
uh... uh... uh... 

SHERRI/TBRRI 

(RAISING HANDS) Us, Mrs. KTabeppel? 

MRS. KRABAPPEL 

Yes... Sherri and Terri. They know how 
to behave. 

She^i and Terri sit with their hands folded on their laos 
looking perfect, with an angelic light behind their heads?' 

BXT. MOC LllB POMIS PLAMT • OAT 

mJo?" "f “*• HueUar Power 

* sign labels the plant and under it states: 

"WE’Rl SAFER T^M YOU THINK." Bart is SZMZM "John 
Henry"V Inserting his name into the lyrics. 




BART 


5 / 13/39 - 


S 




(SIHSS) -Th.y took B«rt sl.».o„ to th. 
gravoyard / *„4 th.y burlad hi. i. th. 
#a„<j. Oh, y.ah / »«, looo.otiv. 

that CO... roarln. by / s.y., .Th.r. 

“•* * Mh, • Lordi LordI 

Ohy th«r« lies a—" 

MRS. KRABAPPEL 

(INTO MICROPHONE; INTERRUPTING) All 
right, Bart, that»s anough. 

BART 

Hay, wandall, you aada it, buddy. 

Bart SLAPS Wandall on tha back. 

BZT. BUS 


an. aucuu pom nua - wm neosm mots 

Kloim"*OT a*.Jau'ba^*ot^«i^'4j"‘* ’'•tehlng •Kru.ty th. 
pas. by, ducking undar th.*^lr,r" .^!;”; ”>• childran 

IMT. COMFBRSVei ROOM - 

soiling *llck*publlc^ralatloM*Bnn°Tr» ^ P*rw antly 
front giving , 1*^.1:,, , poin^ 

SMITRERS 


hamassas tha 

povar of tha atoa so that va hava tha 
anargy to run avarything froa your 
favorita vidao gaaa to yuamy cotton 
candy machinas. 


• S < b I 



jr^ 
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- SMITHERS (CONT•D) 

>^t's learn more about nuclear energy, 
shall ve? Lights. 

The lights dim and a projector begins WBXIUIIHO. 

OH MOVZS SCHSBH 

We see the **4,3,2,1** of the film leader and then the title 
card: 

“NUCLEAR ENERGY: OUR MISUNDERSTOOD FRIEND" 

NARRATOR (V.O) 

(FROM SCREEN) When most people think 
of nuclear energy, they think of this. 

The screen shows a mushroom cloud. 

OH CLMMB 

Watching the film in excitement, the )cids CIBBH and AVPLAUO 
as their faces reflect the glow of the OH»t CBlH M 1XVIO8I0H. 

OH MOVIH 8CHIIH 


NARRATOR (V.O. COHT'D) 

C^FRCHl SCREEN) But %dien we talk eUdout 

nuclear energy, we really mean this. 

The screen shove a family using every electrical appliance 
possible: stereo, TV, electric fan, vacuum cleaner, 
electric toothbrush, shaver, etc. A pig is also being 
roasted on a rotisserie. The screen goes blank as 
different colored question marks appear. 

NARRATOR (V.O. COHT'D) 

(FROM SCREEN) But What exactly la 
nuclear energy? I don't know, but I 
know someone who does: Smilin' Joe 


Fission 
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Characfr looJcing 

head attached, walks on screen!* ^ * smiling 


SMILIN’ JOE FISSION ' 
(FROM SCREEN) i^i there, energy aaters 
I'm Smilin' Jo. Fission, your atomie 
tour guld. to th. strong, and .xcitlng 
world of nucloar povor* 


witJ°?alir^ 


SWEATING 


The Rods 

see ya;" 


SMILIN’ JOE FISSION (CONT’D) 
(FROM SCREEN) And these are rods of 
uranium two-thlrty-five. Hi, Rod. 

Hey, Rod. How you doin'. Rod? 

-H.y, smilin' Jo.,* -»wdy,. -oood to 

SMILIN* JOB FISSION (CONT’D) 
(FROM SCREEN) Hey, you guys look hot. 


ROD «X 

(FROM SCREEN) Of course we’re hot. 
ROD #2 


(PNOM SCREEN) We’re radioactive! 

SMILIN’ JOE FISSION 

t^**®** SCREEN) uh Oh, well, how ’bout a 

dip in the pool? 

# 


The rods 
AD LIB: 


jjjn to a p^l and jump in acrobatically. 

Last one in is a rotten rod!" 


The'rods 
etc. 


SMILIN’ JOB FISSION 
(FROM SCREEN) The rods make the water 
so.hot, it boils. 
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The water starts to boil. 

RODS 

^(AD LIB) ooch! oochl Ouch. Oohi 
-“Hotl Oh, pain* 


SMILIN’ JOE FISSION (CONT’D) 
(FEOH SCREEN). And th. ,t.a» ,pi„, 

turbinM that ganarata anargy. 






MRS. KRABAPPEL 
(WHISPERS) Down, Bart. 

Bart sits down. 


BART 

(WHISPERS) Hov'd she )cnow it was na? 

BACK ON SCRUM 


raiiS“5o2'?3'i2!or“ «“ 


SMILIN’ JOB FISSION 
(FROM SCREEN) Uh oh. Whoops! LooJcs 
lika thara’s a littla laftovar nuclear 
wastal No problaal I’H just put it 

whara nobody’ll find it for a million 

yaarm. 
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SMILIN’ JOE FISSION 
(FROM SCREEN) So now you know th« 

m. 

fholm t™ story of Nuclsar Enargy,. our 
No Longar Misundarstood Friend, so 
tall your friends and tall your folks. 
And keep on smilin'. 

Smilin' Joa Fission winks and waves. 

TITLE CARD: "THE END". MUSIC up and out. 

OH CLASS 

turn. th. light, back on. Th. cl... 






Vary informative. 

SMITHERS 

Thank you. And now, let's have even 
more fun. 

U.2: ‘SrS, 

IRT. PLAMT -> DAT 

plin?^^*” ^***** labyrinthine 


SMITHERS 

•‘And over hare is our thermal 
regulator. To your right, if you look 
through this window, you'll see where 
our water rejoins the rest of nature's 
biosphere. 



Through a window, a pip« spills out onto a bsautiful qlen. 
A thres-eyed fish jumps out of ths water and back in. The 
tour continues. 


« SHERRI 

. Heyi Bart. • Our dad saye your dad is 
incompetent. 

BART 

What does "Incompetent" mean? 

TERRI 

It means he spends more time yakking 
and scarfing down donuts than doing his 
job. 

BART 

Oh/ okay. I thought you were putting 
him down. 

HIT. corni ROOM - COMTIMUOUM 

Homer is sitting by the coffee maker/ munching donuts, 
other WORKERS stand around in radiation suite. 

HOMER 

You knov/ I defy anyone to tell the 
difference between these donuts and 
ones baked today. Hey/ ay boy's 
s'posed to be here any second now on a 
field trip. They been through here 
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WORKMAN #1 

jrome on, Simpson, if they wanted the 
Jkids to-see you sitting around on your 
butt and stuffing your face they'd take 
them on a tour of your house. 

HOMER 

(EXCITED) You're right! I gotta get 
where the action is! 


of coffSI*oS”tte°dastooardf* He*sSeM*^with one^h”^d^^* 
hoS «w* Howr BUM his little 


HOMER (CONT'D) 

Cosin' through. 

IMT. PLANT • CATWAU • CONTXNDOUS 

Other kids are on a catwalk abova the work 

driving through in hi. .lMtri“e.rt. ^ 


BART 

Hey, there's sy dad. (YELLS) Hey, 
Oadl Yo, Homer! 

Homer looks around. 


BART (CONT'D) 
Woo! Woo! I'm up here! 
Homer looks up and leaves his donut. 


HOMER 


Page i 


Oh, hi, boy! 
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into ; pip."2lth S.'‘iuojnr “S®**? 

ins n?,®nni*snn 

‘«««n walk.- nrwiSST® 


FOItEMAN 

(INTO BULLHORN) Please, there’s no 
need to panicI Everything’s under 
control! 


Various 

valves, 

quiet. 

hips. 


WOR^^ in radiation suits pull levers and 
putting off the steam. Quickly, evervthina ^ 
Th. PorM«n look, around 2itn JU SUSHn giS* 


FOREMAN (CONT’D) 

(INTO BULLHORN) All right, who’s 
responsible for this? 

S; SSSf «l»ct«tly r.i.M 


FOREMAN (CONT'O) 

(INTO BULLHORN) I might have )cnovn it 
was you, Simpson. 

HOMER 

But sir, I— 

FOREMAN 

(INTO BULLHORN) I don't want to hear 
about it, Simpson. You’re fired. 
(lOQKSfG UP) Oh, hi,- girls! 




t:; 
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TERRI & SHERRI 

^LOOKING DOWN) Hi, Daddy. 

The girls wave and Barh suioe « w 

ana am SLAPS his forehead and MOAHg. 

fade OUT: 

END OP ACT 



Page L-s 


/ 







ACT TWO 


fade IN: 


I1*T. SIMPSON B0U81 - DAT 

sits at ths tabls substancs. HoMy- 

scraping sons crispy frisd ^tsaJcfast, 

putting than on Honor's olaS^ 


LISA 

Hm.-. a good job at tba tlraworka 
factory. 


homer 

(DEPRESSED) Thoss psrfsctionists? 
Forgot it. 


LISA 

How 'bout this: Suporvising Tochnician 
at tho toxic vasts d»»p. 






HOMER 


Dammit, I'm no Supervising Tschnician. 

^'m a Technical Supervisor. It's too 
-“late to teach this old dog nev tricks. 

MJOtGE 

There, there, Homer. You'll find a 
job. You've caused plenty of 
Industrial accidents and you've always 
bounced back. 

LISA 

Yeah, Dad. You can do it! 

BART 

Yeah, go for it. Dad. 

HOMER 

You're right! I*n young, Iable- 
bodied, and 1*11 take anything. Watch 
out, Springfield, here l come. 

CUT TO A 8ISXU OF SHOTS that include; 

An ornate wooden door SLAMS shut in Homer’s face. 

A factory door SLAMS shut in Homer's face. 

A frosted glass office door SLAMS shut in Homer’s face, 
of^h2* Mstal door of a garage SLAMS down in front 

* fast-food restaurant SLAMS shut in 

Finally a normal door SLAMS in his face. It reopens a 
crack to reveal Bart sticking his head out. 


BART 

Don’t give up. Dad. 
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Bart SUlU toe (Slapson's) tront door in Boner'a face. 

IHT. B» - DOS'S TSVSMI - HFTEBDOOD 

Homer is gating at the bar staring at his glass. 

* homer 

I’m just a Technical Supervisor who 
cared too much. 

S7X: PBOMB RnrOSe Moe pic)cs it up, 

HOE 

(INTO PHONE) Hoe’s Tavem. 

BART (V.O.) 

(FROM PHONE) Is Mr. Freely there? 

MOE 

(INTO PHONE) Who? 

BAOT (V.O.) 

(FROM PHONE) Freely. First initials, 

I.P. 

MOE 

(INTO PHONE) Hold on. I’ll checJc. 

(CALLS) Is, ah, I.P, Freely here? 

I.P. Freely? 

Most of barflies LAOOB. 

MOE (CONT’D) 

wait « sinute. (INTO PHONE) Listen, 
you'lousy bual when I get a hold of 
you I’a gonna rip yoxir aras and legs 


off I 
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IMT. 8IHP80M B0U8B 

Bart and Lisa roll on th. floor, L»08HIl« oonvulslvaly. 
INT a MOB • ^ TBVBIttf 

Moe hangs up angrily. 

HOMER 

You 11 get that punJc sonsday, Mo«. 

MOE 

I don't know. Hs's tough to catch. H® 
keeps changing his name. 

HOMER 

(REACHES- INTO HIS POCKET) Moe, I think 
I'll have another — (OPENS WALLET, 

SEES IT IS EMPTY) — Whoops. (CHECKS 
POCKETS, PULLS INSIDE OUT) NOe, I»a « - 

little low on funds. You thlnJc could 
cover me just this once? 

MOE 

Sorry. 

HOMER 

Why not? I think attar all thoao yaara 
I deserve an explanation. 

MOE 

X don't think you're ever going 
9®^ another j oh and be able to pay 
me bacJc. 

HOMER 


Oh. 
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MOE 


Now, don't worry, i mean, we're still 
friends. 


Homer MUMBLES as -he goes to the door rav>A. ■■ 
wistful look .rouna, and aiiS? 

IMT. SIMPSON HOSSI - MMSTIX BBDKOOM - NIOBT - DWC 

“• "• “«»»»*« MOMBMNO 


MARGE 

Are you all right, Homer? 

personificatiwI%f^Il^iityf°®Sarge puts^her^arms around 


HOMER 

I'm fine. I'm just thinking. 

MiutGE 

Well, I've been thinking too. You 
know, Homer, you've altrays been such a 
good provider, but when we got married, 
Mr. Berger promised I could come back 
to ay old job anytime l wanted. 

HOMER 

You think you can still do that kind of 
work? 

MARGE 

Surel You never forget. It's just 
like riding a bicycle. 
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BXT. BERGER'S BURGERS - RIGHT 


We are in a drive-in restaurant. . 

njini-sJcirta con* out carrying trays of food tight 

Marge. Sh^is dressed li^ the othLs aS fi by 

trays of ibod. Sh. loolcs 


PUNK TEENAGER #1 

(YELLS) Hey, Mama, where's my fries 
. already? 


MARGE 


(ANNOYED MURMUR) 

INT. SXM7SOH LTTIMO ROOM - DAY 


^ unshaven Homer lies on a couch staring into snace 


LISA 

Dad, eat something. lt»s got mustard 
on it. 


HOMER'S R.O.V - THE CEZLZEfO 


Bart leans INTO FRAME, waves his hand in 
eyes. Lisa leans INTO FRAME. 


front of Homer's 


BART 

(TO LISA) All he does is lie there 
lUce an unemployed whale. 

LISA 


I don't )cnov what else to do. 


Maggio leans in and SUCKS, 
finger filling the screen. 


She taps Homer on the eye, her 

sjrxs RZMo, »xm, pzvo. 


BART 


There's only one thing we can do. Take 
advantage of the old guy. You gotta 
sign my report card. Dad. 
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Bart shows Homer a report card (lots of F’a and U*s ). 
BACK TO SCSMB 

Bart puts a^en in Homer's hand, lifts it, and has Homer 
sign. 

MATCH DISSOLVE 
TO: 

INT. SIMPSON HOnSB - DEN - NZOBT 

Homer hasn't moved. The moon is outside the window. 

ON SCEEBN 

TV ANNOUNCER #1 

(FROM TV) Loaftime. The Cable Network 
For The Unemployed, will be back with 
more tips on how to win the lottery 
right after this. 

TV ANNOUNCER #2 

(FROM TV) Unemployed? Out of work? ^ 

Sober? You sat around the house all 
day, but now it's Duff time. Duff's 
the beer that makes the days fly by. 

JINGLE CHORUS 

(SINGS) "You can't get enough of that 
wonderful Duff." 

Homer switches off the TV. 

HOMER 

Beerl Now there's a temporary 
solution. 

INT. RS7RI0BRAT0R 

The refrigerator is dark until Homer opens it. . 



i. ^ i i a ^ 
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Homer shoves the various 
for a beer. • 


cans and containers aside. 


looking 


HOMER (CONT'D) 

mt 

•ffhere must be some beer here 
somewhere... Alv> maybe in here* 
Homer takes out a cake box. 

HOMER'S P.O.V. 


««t says -Don’t 

worry. Daddy, we love you anyway,** ^ 


Damn! 


HOMER (CONT'D) 


Homer tosses the cake 
becomes twisted with 
Shining"). 


over his shoulder. Homer's face 
insanity (a la Jack Nicholson in 


"The 


HOMER (CONT'D) 

I need money! 

ZIIT. BAST'S BEDROOM - MIOST 

Bart is sleeping peacefully in his bed. His room is 
lit'tered with discarded toys, comic books and cookies, 
door CRBAES open and Homer creeps into the room, still 

madness. After a moment of searching, his 
lights up. ^ 

pe CAMERA ZOOMS ZM on a piggy bank that sits on a shelf 
just above Bart's head. Homer eyes it and then quietly 
crosses the room and grabs the piggy bank. He freezes when 
he hears Bart SMOIT in his sleep. Homer waits a beat and 
then creeps out of the room. 

ZMT. IZTCHBV - SZMVSOM BOUSE 

Homer places the piggy bank on the counter and picks up a 
hammer. He hesitates, then brings the hammer down on the 
piggy bank with a mzoett qrumt. SEXt smash. 


The 

in 

face 
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HOMER 

Oh no, what hav« i dona? i smashed 
^pen my little boy's piggy bank, and 
what? A few measly cents. Not 
even enough to buy one beer. (THEN) 
Wait a minute, let me coxint and make 
sure... 

He nommages through the shards, counting rapidly. 

HOMER (CONT’D) 


woe even close. 


Homer walks over to the refrigerator. On the freezer 


HOMER (CONT'D) 

**Dear Family: i ais an utter failure 
and you'll be better off without me. 

By the time you read this, I will be in 
my watery grave. l can only leave you 
with the words my father gave me: 

'Stand tall, have courage and 
never give up. • i only hope I can 
provide a better model in death than I 
did in life. Warmest regards, Homer J. 
Simpson." 


Homer lets go of the pen and walks out of the house 


EXT. SIMPSON BACXYANO - NIGHT 

Homer has a rope tied around his neck. He ties the other 
end of the rope to a big rock which he lifts with a mighty 
GRUNT. Hertakes one last look at the house and SIGHS. 

Then he pushes open the front gate, which SQUEAKS. Homer 
frowns, and lugs his rock to the tool shed. He re-emeraes 
with a can of 3-IN-l Oil in one hand. He oils thi sSSHk? 

lugging the rock, he puts the oil back 
gate^* exits through the now non-squeaky 

EXT. STREET - NIGHT 

the^rock Homer walk off into the night carrying 


FADE OUT; 


END or ACT TWO 



^CT THMB 


FADE IN: 

BZT. 8IMP80V MBZ0HB0SBCX>0 - MZOHf 

Hom«r NOAHS as hs staggsrs do%m ths strssi: with his rock. 

It is dark and ths streets of Springfield are empty. After 
a few steps, he passes the house where THE WINFIELDS, an 
old couple, are passing the time out on the porch. 

MRS. WINFIELD 

Oh, looks like yoxmg Simpson is going 
to kill himself. 

OLD MAN WINFIELD 

Maybe not. Maybe he*s just taking his 
boulder for a walk. 

They CHUCELI. Bgmer walks on. 

IHT. MASTBH BBOHOOM - HIQBT 

Bart and Lisa rush in and shake their mother. 

_# • 

BART 

MomI Moml Wake upt 
LISA 

We've been robbed! 
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MARGE 

Mhat? 

-s BART 

Someone' swiped my piggy bank. 

Marge, Bart and Lisa rush out. 

IMT. LIVING ROOM 

Marge and Bart see Homer isn't on the couch. 

MARGE 

(GASPS) Your father's gone, too. 

BART 

(MUMBLING) They must have t2Ucen 

everything shaped like a pig. 

Lisa nuis into the living room holding Homer's suicide 
note. 

LISA 

Look what I found. 

EXT. STREET - MIGHT 

Homer is now dragging the rock toward the bridge, which is 
across the intersection. We ElAH the RUSH of the river 
below. 

HOMER 

(PANTING) Almost there. 

Homer is halfway across the street when a car comes out of 
nowhere blaring the HORN and narrowly missing Homer. 

HOMER (CONT'D) 

Hey, you idiot! Watch where you're 
going. 

EXT. SIMPSON HOUSX 

The rest of the family, in their pajamas, robes, and 
slippers, rushes out of the house toward the bridge. 



ENTRANCE TO THE BRIDGE 

Homer drags the rock to the middle of the bridge. He sees 
there's an identical large rock there, right where he's 
going to l«ap off. He looks at that rock, and then ha 
looks at ip.3 rock, 

HOMER 

Well, live and learn. 

EXT. STREET - NIGHT 

The family sees Homer and they halt in horror. 

MARGE 

There he is! 

BART 

Don't do it. Dad! 

THl TAMZLT 

They rush out into intersection to stop Homer. 

Homer sees the truck coming towards his family. 

HOMER 

(GASPS) Watch out! 

THE TAMILT 

The speeding truck rushes towards them. 

HOMER 

Unties the rope from around his neck, tosses it aside, and 
rushes towards the feuaily. 

PAMILT 

The truck swerves and misses them as Homer runs out into 
the intersection. He hugs them and leads them off the 
street. 

HOMER 

Boy, this intersection is dangerous! 

Someone ought to put a stop sign here. 



39 


^1 Qei av^zry ^ ^* 5 ' 


A ray of golden light lands 

CELESTIAL CHORDS. 


on Homer’s head. 


We HEAR a 


MARGE 

^h, Homer, how could you think of 
killing yourself? our family could 
never be better off without you.: 
LISA 

That's right. 


BART 


Yeah! 


As Homer speaks, toe sun rises behind him. The whole 
family is bathed in a golden glow. Birds start to SZVO. 


HOMER 


Kill myself? Killing myself is toe 
last thing I'd ever do. Nov I have a 
purpose, a reason to live. I don't 
care who I have to face. l don't care 
who I have to fight. I will not rest 
until this street has a atop sign. 


The family all hug and look off into 
It's a new day for toe Simpsons. 


the golden sunrise. 


BIT. 8PRINOTZ1LD CZTY warj , * SUmiT 


Establishing shot of toe very unimpressive-looking city 
Hall. The naM "EL BARTO" is written in spray paint across 
the face of the building. 


INT. CZTT COmiCZL CHAMBESE - BVBVZVO 

The Simpsons sit in the front row of an almost empty 
session of the Springfield City Coimcil. Homer and Bart 
suits and ties. Marge and Lisa are in nice dresses 
and Maggie wears a special bonnet. On the covmcil dais are 
THREE MEN, two average—looking white men and one average¬ 
looking black man. Councilman #1 BANOS his gavel. 


COUNCILMAN #1 


Ah, next on the agenda. Police Chief 
Wigg;im will give us an update on our 
graffiti problem. 

The uniformed CHIEF swaggers up to the podium still wearino 
his sunglasses, 

CHIEF 

(CLEARS THROAT) It's no secret that 
this city has been plagued by a 
graffiti vandal ]cnovn as "El Barto." 

Police artists have a composite sketch 
of the culprit. If anyone has any 
information, please contact tis 
immediately. 

He holds up a flyer with a drawing that looks similar to 
Bart only older and meaner, with beard sttibble and a 
cigarette. He hands it to Bart, who looks at it and passes 
it on. 

BART 

Cool, man! 

Everyone AD LXBS: "Ooh, tough customer," "Don't want to run 
into him in a dark alley", etc. 

COUNCILMAN «1 

And now, new business. (READING) 

Homer Simpson, local resident, has 
something. Mr. Simpson? 

MARGE 

(WHISPERS) Don't be nervous. We 
believe in you, Homer. 
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^ stack of papers and nervously steps 

up to the podium. He gathers his speech and notes and ^ 
takes a moment to compose himself. 


2 HOMER 

(CLEARS THROAT) Ladies and gentlemen, 
esteemed Councilmen, boys and girls, 
retired people with nothing better to 
do. Danger comes in many, many forms, 
from the dinosaurs that tormented our 
cavemen ancestors to the ~ 


COUNCILMAN #2 

(INTERRUPTING) Mr. Simpson, get to the 
point! 

HOMER 

I think we should put a stop sign at 
0 Street and Twelfth. The other— 
COUMCIUfAN #1 

All in favor? 


Aye. 


COUNCILMEN 


COUNCILMAN *1 

Approved. Meeting adjourned. Coffee 
and maple logs in the lobby. 

Homer, confus^, slowly walks back to his feutily. 

MARGE 

You did it, Homer. 

LISA 


All right, Dadl 



BART 


Way to go, Homer1 
Maggie SUCKS rin approval. 

■ . ^ HOMER 

Hey, if they think I'm going to stop at 
that stop sign, they're sadly mistaken. 


MOMTAQB 

Homer proudly poses with his family in front of the new 
stop sign. There is a bright flash and the moment becomes 
a still photo on the page of a newspaper, (The Springfield 
Shopper). Every new location in this sequence follows that 
pattern. 

Homer poses on his knees next to a speed bump. CAMERA PANS 
UP TO "SPEED BUMP" sign. The headline reads "DOZENS CHEER 
HOMER SIMPSON." 

Homer points to a "SIGN AHEAD" sign. The headline reads 
"HOMER SIMPSON STRIKES AGAIN." 

He clamps his hand over his*head in victory next to a 
"PLEASE DRIVE FRIENDLY" sign. The headline reads "WATCH 
OUT HERE COMES HOMER." 

Homer smiling broadly underneath a sign that reads "DIP". 
Headline reads "ENOUGH ALREADY, HOMER SIMPSON." 

MATCH DISSOLVE 
TO: 


EXT. PARE - OAT 

We're IN COLOR now. The park is covered with signs like 
"CHILDREN AT PLAY", "NO SKATEBOARDING", "GIVE A HOOT, DON'T 
POLLUTE", etc. Marge ENTERS FRAME carrying a ceunera. 

Homer is still wearing his cap. 

MARGE 

Oh, Homer. I'm so proud of you. 

HOMER 

(DOWN) Proud. Proud of what? 



J- 


Honer 

Power 


MARGE 

Well, everything. (GESTURING) Your 
dip sign, for instance. Now people 
^won't be caught off-guard by that 
little (MAKES DIP GESTURE WITH HER 
HAND) in the road, 

BART 

Yeah, they used to call that place Dead 
Man's Dip. 

HOMER 

Ah, what a great family1 But come on, 
3cnow this is small potatoes. 
There is a danger in this town that is 
bigger than all the dips put together. 
LISA 

What, Dad? 

HOMER 

I'm talking about that ! 

MARGE 

You don't mean you're going to take on 
your old bosses? 

, . HOMER 

I'11 make them rue the day they ever 
set eyes on Homer Simpson. 

LISA 


Wow! 



BART 


(MUMBLING) Gee, Dad's a hero. 
HOMER 

rWhat did you say, son? 

BART 

Nothing, 


HOMER 

That's okay. I'll just assume you said 
what I thought I heard you say. 


EXT. NUCLEAR PLANT - DAY 

A hxindred PEOPLE are gathered with anti-nuclear signs and 
banners; PEOPLE AGAINST PEOPLE FOR NUCLEAR ENERGY". Thev 

pSw« Springfield Nuclear ^ 


DEMONSTRATOR #1 

(INTO BUliLHORN). Me also brought you 
the... Speed Buaqp... 


CROWD CBXXRB. 


DEMONSTRATOR #1 (CONT'D) 
(INTO BULLHORN) The Dip Sign... 

CROWD CHEERS 


DEMONSTRATOR #1 (CONT'D) 
(INTO BULLHORN) The fifteen miles per 
hour speed limit on Main Street. 

DEMONSTRATOR #1 (CONT'D) 
(INTO BULLHORN) I give you the man 
whose very namm is synonymoxis with 
safety... Homer Simpsonl 
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The crowd APPLAUDS, 
the roof to buckle 


Homer climbs up on the car, causina 
slightly and the suspension to creakT 


- HOMER 

^{INTO BULLHORN) Thank you. 
The crowd settles. 


HOMER (CONT'D) 

(INTO BULLHORN) Unlike most of you, I 
am not a nut. Just a good, honest 
American who opposes wrongdoing and 
especially carelessness wherever they 
occur. 

HIGH AMOLB HOMBR 

We watch Homer rouse the crowd with his oratory. WB pull 
OUT and we’re in: 

ZBT. MOBTGOMBRy BURKS* OmCB 

Montgomery Bums, the sinister but charismatic president of 
the power plant and Smithers are watching Homer. 

BURNS 

(SIGHS) Look at that man. He has the 
crowd in the palm of his hand. Haven't 
seen anything like it since Jolson. 

Who is he? 

SMITHERS 

(HANDS BURNS BINOCULARS) That's Homer 
Simpson, sir. He used to work here in 
the plant, but we fired him for gross 
incompetence. 


burns 


Oh, 


so that's his little 


game. 


Get 


this siBpson Chsractsr up h.r. right 

^OW. 


SMITHERS 
But, Mr. Bums. 

BURNS 

I said, DO IT! NOW DO IT! DO IT! DO 
IT! 


EXT. POWER PLENT 


standinc 

with a bullhorn. 


on the car addressing the 


audience 


HOMER 

(INTO BULLHORN) our lives are in the 
hands of men no smarter than you or i 
Many of them, incompetent boobs. i 
Icnow this because i have worked along 
side them, gone bowling with them, 
watched them pass me over for 


promotions time and again. And l say, 
this stlnJcs! 


BART 


Right on. Dad! 

SMITHERS 

Hey, Simpson. 

A hush falls over the crowd. 



SMITHERS (CONT’D) 

Bums wants to talk to you, privataly. 
. HOMER 

,^INTO BUZtliHORN) Privataly? 

SMITHERS 

(PUSHING AWAY BULLHORN) Y«s. 

HOMER 

(INTO BULLHORN; TO CROWD) Stay hara. 
I'll be right back. 

Crowd CHEERS. 


Homer carefully tries to climb down off tha <?»•»• # 11 

INT. MONTGOMERY BURNS' OEEZCB 

gigantic desk with just one file 
folder on it. Homer meekly walks in. ‘ils 


BURNS 

Ah, Homer Simpson, at last vs mast. 
HOMER 


Same here. 


BURNS 

Simpson. l wemt you to rejoin our 
power plant family. 

HOMER 

Sorry, no can doJ 
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BURNS 

Hear me out, Simpson. I don’t want you 
^ come back as a Technical Supervisor, 

' or Supervising Technician, or whatever 
the hell you used to do. I want you to 
be in charge of safety here at the 
plant. 

HOMER 

Safety? But sir, if the truth be 
known, I actually caused more accidents 
around here than any other employee. 

There were even a few doozies no one 
ever found out about. 

BORNS 

The generous offer I'm making is good 
for exactly thirty seconds, Simpson. 

He turns over a thirty second egg timer on his desk. 

CLOSSnV - HOMER 

HOMER (V.O.) 

Me in charge of safety? This place 
could blow sky-high. (THEN) Naaa. 

I'll concentrate on my work now. 

(TH^) Gee, this guy's desk sure is 
big. (THEN) I can't let Marge support 
the family. (THEN) This guy’s got 
the cleanest shirt I've ever seen. 

What should I... 


I 
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BART 

Simpson! Time's up! 
r HOMER 

Umm. .. ' What the^hey. I'll take the 
job. 

BURNS 

Excellent! Your first duty will be to 
step out on the (GESTURING) balcony and 
tell that crowd this plant is safe. 
HOMER 


(GASP) What? 

BURNS 

Go on, Honer. You've got a fasily to 
feed. Get out there. 

Homer steps out to WILD CHUM and CKIHTH of "Homer, 

Homer." He motions to the crowd to quiet down and holds up 
the bullhorn. 


LISA 


Go, Dad! 

-: 

(IHTO^BOlLHbMr and 

thim piaii^: is ** 

HOMBE't t.O.T. 


gentlMen, 


We PAV^ ACROSS .CROUD, see Lisa stand, BACKLIT ala "The 
Natural.” Bart stands, BACKLIT the same way. Marge 
stands, holding Maggie BACKLIT. 


HOMER 


(INTO BULLHORN) Oh, sit tight. I'll 
be right back. 


I 
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Crowd CHEERS.- Homer crosses back into the office. 


BURNS 


er 

what. 

HOMER 

I can't do it, Mr. Bums. I looked 
into the faces of my family out there 
and I realized 1 couldn't lie to them. 


BURNS 

You mean you're willing to give up a - 
good job and a raise just for your 
principles? 

HOMER 

Hmmm. When you put it that way, it 
does sound a little farfetched^ But 
that's the lug you're looking at. And 
I vow to continue spending every free 
minute I have crusading for safety. Of 
course, I'd have a lot less of those 



sound... or our best testing Indicates. 
You've got the job. Now get to work. 


HOMER 

I'll get to work. But first I have to 
say goodbye to some friends. 



Pags 41. 



I 





EXT. PLANT 
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Homer slieps back oub on bhe balcony wibh bhe bullhorn. 

srx: CHZEIPI. 


HOMER (CONT’D) 

(INTO BULLHORN; SNIFFLING) Friends, 
you have cone to depend on me as your 
safety watchdog so you won't scrape 
yourself or stub your toes, or get run 
over by a car, but you can't depend on 
me all your lives. You have to learn 
that there's a little Homer Simpson in 
all of us. He may be temporarily 
lost ... he may be confused... he may 
be drunJc, stiunbling around, but he is 
inside every man... 


80111 WOMMM 

In the audience start to Biff* 


BACK TO HOmR 



blade cloud of pollution threatens to 
eat 'tte flesh off your face. The only 
reason I*a telling you this is I'm 


going to be leaving you. 

crowd reacts, AD LIBIINO, "Oh, nol", "What?", etc. 





I 
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HOMER" (CdNT ’D) 
but dori’t-worry 
fi|^>pointed the: nejSKy 


Crowd CHEERS and CBRilTS: 





HOMER-^cdOT*:Bfe&‘^-■■'" r::. 

' . . : .. . ... .-■-^ . 


with- a big;;‘fafe..raise|;^;f^' 


crowd CHEERS and CRRMTS: 
HERR BJkRT^ above crowd. 


Hey, that's myL popt-; 


•'HOTerl'*.: 



• T- - 


Homer does a celebratory dance wit£r"Iliil arms raised, above 
his head and inadvertently ttaableS over 


Hhoal 




'■'f •■ - - "*?• — 




DISSOLVE TO: 


BOUSB - d: 

Except for Homer, the feusily is at the table. 
■ - l^Sk^ 





bach, he^s never hose on time.- :V^ 

We mnil^ fittMT* DOOR OVSM and FOOTSTBPS approving. 

MRRGB 

Homer, we're in here. I made your 

favorite, smothered porh chops... 

FOOTSTEPS continue to approach. Homer enters looking 
dazed. He glows a bright blue. SFZs HUXMMM. 
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HOMER 

THere was a littls accident at the 
. iJlant today. 

Marge drops her fork. SRX* CLATTER. 

FADE TO BLACK: 


Except for Homer, who still glows. 


Tga.,glfO 








